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MENONAH'S REVENGE.

Tae tall trees had fallen before the axes of
“the Pilgrim Fathers, and the wigwams of the
Mohigan had retired from the shores of the
Great Salt Lake. The thick bosky woods
that had had frowned on their sable demsity
upon the hardy settlers of New En%’md when
they first landed,had been partially #wept from
the besom of the earth, and eorn and maize
had displaced the honey-locust and sassafras.
Settlements of white log cottages dotted the
face of 1ke country; crooked fences marked
off with mathematical precision white men’s
locations; and tiny white children danced be-
neath the oaks and gathered acorns, or culled
flowers, on.the banks of the streams where thes
young brown child of the forest had bat lately
sported. The primary indications of what 1s
termed civilisation were numerous and marked,
and a simply economical mind could have
found much pleasure in gazing on the silvan
scene, and speculating on its transmutation
into a thickly peopled nation. The white men
who had fled from persecution at home, and
who had soaght an asylum from tyramny in
the dark and gloomy wilderness—albeit they
bent their knees each morning and evening—
had drawn the sword against the red owners
of the land in which they dweit, and had slain
the warriors and young men, and had driven’|
away the young children and the wery old
sages from the councillodges and their fathers’
graves. In this manner had the tribe of the
Masachusetts been thuned and expatriated,
until the white men knew not where they
dwelt nor how many living beings claimed
their name.

The sun was sitting beautifully one evening
between the bluffs and tall trees of the west,
as an Indian, weak and weary, emerged from
a point in the uncleared forest, and sat him
down on a fallen tree. - Tha rays of the setting
luminary fell sweetly on the white homes of
the settlers, and the leaves of the maple and
sycamore glittered in their light as the wind
shool them on their twigs, and, and as ifin
answar to their smiling, the redskin smiied;
but the low of the cattle as they lazily entered
the railed enclosures of the cottages, the laugh
of thoughtless childhood, and the clear whistle
of some youth who had not yet imbibed the
gloomy aspect or deportment of his fathers,
seemed to recall the red man’s thoughts and
to stir his heart, for his head fell apon his bo-
som, and when he lifted it again he indignant-
ly drew his hand “across his eyes, and rising
from the log, walked slowly and paiofully to-
ward the house which was nearest him.

The settlement was one of consid=rable ex-
tent, and seemed like a landscape formed in
ebony and green; the trunks of the trees stood
in tall gloomy array, forming a dense dark en-
closure on every hand, which would have ap-
peared to proscribe the cleared oasis from all
communication with the world beyond, had it
not been for the vistaz which opened into the
forest, admitting the sunlight snd forming paths
for waggons and cattle passing from clearing
to clearing. As the weary Indian approached
the banks of a clear, flower-bordered creek, a
group of su..ny-haired chiidren sprung from the
copse on its bank, and,screaming with afiright,
fled to the cottage which was close at hand.
A few logs had been thrown across the stream,
forming a rude temporary bridge, and, without
seeming 1o observe the terror of the children, or
to consider himself in danger, he walked over
the moss-grown passage and directed his foot-
ateps towards the white man’s wicket, All
the children had not fled, however, at his ap-
proach—httle Rose Pelham, who was as inno-
cent and gentle as a young turtle-
dove, came smiling towards the weary aboro-
gine, and, placing her litile soft hand in his,
Jad him towards her father’s door.

Farmers® houses in New England in those
days wera not the neat, snug, brick villas sur-
rounded by smiling gardens which they are
now : they weie like little robber keeps, stock-
aded with log fences and fissared for gun and
rifle service; the outer wickets were construct-
ad of strong beams, and they were carefully |
and securely barred at nightfall, for the meme-
ry of bloody deeds and cruel murders kept the
settlers watchful and cautious.

‘Hillo there’ cried a stern voice from tha en-
closure; and as the red man stood still and
lJooked in the direction wheace the sound
came, the long black tube of a rifle was pre.
sented at him through ove of the embrasures.
¢ What dost thou seek here?’ demaded the
same stern vo.ce; ¢ knowest thou that war is
between my people and thine, and thut [ could
slay thee ?®

¢ The posr. red man i3 weak and weary,

father,’ cried the hitde girl, as she ran towards

the wall. ¢ Oh, give him milk, and let him
o

rest!’

*Ah, Ros2, how art thou there?’ eried the
same voice in visible aiarm; and immediately
the wicket was thrown open, and John Pel-
hawm, armed with a rifle, stepped beyond the
enclosure and caught 'his daughter’s hand.
He was a man in the strength and vigour of
comparative youth, for he had not yet seen
forty winters, and his tall achletie frame had
been hardened by healthful toil.  He had in-
dignantly refused to bow his head in confor-
mity to jge decrees of a royal council at home,

ing free; yet his trials instead of expanding
had indurated his sympathies, and the saerifi-
ces he had made had been less for principle’s
sake than in the pride of egotistic opinion. As
he confronted the weary. Indian, who support-
ed himself upon his speur, his face wus stern
and rigid, and his grey eyes ‘cold and se-
vere,’

¢ What dost thou seek in the settlements ?’
he again demanaed, after having looked on the
red man for some time in silence.

¢ Menonah once had a sire,’ said-the Indian
in a low, musical voice, whose sorrowful tones
were like the sighing of summer winds in the
forest, ¢and Menonah once had a tribe; their
ashes are sleeping beneath the corn of the
stranger, and their graves are deserted by their
children. 1 have come from the prairie and
over the river and through the forest to visit
their graves. o

¢« Which visit is as sinful as vain,’ said the
icy paleface; ¢ go back to your tribe lest evil
befall thee.”

The Indian smiled and his dark eye brigh-
Ptened, but hunger and debility had subdued
the fire of his spirit, and his tones were even
more saddened than before as he said, ¢ Meno-
nah can stand alone amongst the graves of his
nation, and the Great Spirit will tell his heart
if it i3 wrong to be sad as he looks around
and sees no dark skin, and hears no longer
the tongue of the Massachusetts. But Meno-
Lah is hungry, and he fsin would rest; will
my white brother listen to the white dove, and
share with a chief of the Masachusetts his
food and his buffale-skin 2’

¢ Begone you Indian dog!” said John Pel-
ham, sternly; * you shall neither eat & crust
nor stretch your limbs in my home. Your
tribe drove off my cattle eight years ago, and
some more of your savage brethren fired my
Larns five harvests since, therefore I fellowship
not with you, begone!’

“And the white men have slain my people,
and driven the deer and bison from our hunt-
ing-grounds. “T'hey have'torn up the bones of
our fathers, and have drowned out our coun-
cil-fires. They have given our wigwams to
the flames, and have gashed our lands with
the plgughshares; and they refused Menonah
a piece of maize bread and a cop of milk.’

¢« Begone!” said Pelham in a more stern
voice, as he pushed his child within the wick-
et and brought his rifle to his side. 1 will
not parly with thee longec; begone for sn ln-
dian dog!’

The sunswent down as if ashamed to look
upon the awful spectacle of a man refusing a
hungry, weary brother’s claim of brotherhood.
The night winds awoke with a sigh from their
beds in the fogrest bowers, and the tall trees
trembled in every limb ere his last words
were, spoken; the flowers shrunk within the.an-
selves, and.when the angels wept their dewy
tears upon them, they fell weeping to'the earth
beside the weary red man, who slumbered in
hia tattered robe amongst them. The record-
ing angel looked darkiy on the page of John
Pelham’s sin as he wrote it down in heaven’s
regish‘r; and perhaps it was the radiance of
his smile as be turned his eyes to earth upon
the meek Indian, and not the dying lustre of
the last sunbeam, that irradiated the face of
Menonah as he slumbered on the dewy
ground. Puor son of the forest znd the wild,
thou wert proseribed of man because of thy
skin’s hue—thou wert left to die although a
crust could save thee! Bat God made thee,
outcast though thou wert, and illumined thy na-
ture with a meek, -forgiving love; the white
man who professed to be warmed with  the
beams of Shiloh’s sun scorned thee from his
door in wrath, and weary though thou wert,
thon didst drag thy twed limbs to the
grateful forest shade, and lay thee meekly
down upon the earth, which was less cold aad
h rd than the heart of John Pelbwm.

Yeacs passed on, and the clearing extended
its boundaries and increased in its population;
villages began to clamp the face of the country,
and the black girdled stunips of a primal  sys-
tern of agriculture, no longer stood in the
green waving fields. . The home of John Pel-
ham had become the centre of a thriving ham-
let, and he, on account of his skill and daring
courage, had been chosen the leader of a’ band
of warrior farmers. . He had forgotton that he
had ever injured a red man—he forget that he
had ever manifested hardness of hearl to one
of the original possessors of the soil—and he
railed at the cunning and cruelty of the Indian
as he tracked him on the forest way, and shot
him down like a beast. One day, in compa-
ny with several other settlers, he followed a
band-of Mohigans, intent upon their destruc-
tion, and, being absorbed in the pursuit and
¢ eager to come up with the red warriors, he
| outstript his followers and penetrated deeply
into the forest. As he crept stealthily towards
the Indians, who lay bivouacked by a wind-
ing stream, and drew his rifle slowly  thiough
the tall ferns and brushwood, he was felled by
the blow 0" a clab, and only recovered to find
himself tightly bound with thongs, and borne
along to the Indian country a prisoner.

For several days the redskiss dragged John
Pelham, welik and hungry, along the tangled
path which they followed with rapid steps by
the direction of the blazed trees. = At last they
emerged from the forest, aad striking a buffa-
lo track, passed ;through the tail grass ot a
prairie, until they arrived ata sequestered,
lovely valley, in whose bosom slambered a
glassy ktule lake, whose banks were dotted at

one extremity witha {ew Indian wigwams. [t
wis a beaatifal little valley, where the rhodo-
dendron and angwmone - vied . with . each
other in brightuess and profusien ol blossom.

and he had setup his tabernacle it the wilder-
ness of the western continent, rejoicing in be-

A few laggard warriors lay.and basked in the
sunny radiange of mid-day, a few childred

sported like aquatic birds in the clear lake,
while others yelled and shouted in the excite-
ment of mimic warfare. - There was a beau-
ty and repose in the scene which even the
sheuts of the children could not destroy; and
the sward and shrabs smiled as brightly ‘and
beautifally as if their leaves 'had never been
stained with blood, and that'valley had never
heard the whoop of death, but had béen a tem-
ple of silence and peace since time was born.
As the band passed over the slope of the hill
which flanked this little glen, following each
other in single file, with the prisoner strongly
bound in the centre, a  yell, like the how! of
the prairie welf, rose high in the air, and the
warriors starting'from their recumbent attitu-
des, and the Women' and children rushing from
the wigwams, ‘formed a Babel of sound and
motion whi¢h was at once wild and disorderly.
The war party seated themsélves ina circle in
the bosom of the valley, ‘having placed ' the
whiteman in the' centre, and when the warri-
ors from the village came 'and invited them,
they arvse and followed them to the council
lodge. ‘When the calumet of peace had been
smoked, the welcome dance finished, and the
Mohigans Teasted, the Whitebear—a stern and
hardy warrior—led forth the prisoner, * Bro-
thers,” he said, addressing the braves of the
valley, ¢ my young men were on the war paths
in the hunting grounds which the paleface,
have taken from the Massachusetts, and. they
trapped this pale face chief. He is a bold
warrior and has slain many of your young men;
he is a wolf, for he has torn up your father’s
bones; and we have turned aside from. our
path to deliver him to you,. Massichuselts
braves, for the flames of your pine-scores are
hungry for his flesh, and your knives are thirs-
ty for his blood.’

John Pelham was what is termed brave, for
he could dash into the work of death and shout
as he revelled in slaughter; but when he sat
bound Lhat evening in a wigwam: a prisoner,
doomed for Indian torture on.the morrow, his
flesh became c¢ramped with.a species of
spasms, and his animal courage forsook  him.
Ah! it was'then that the better part of his na-
ture was stirred within him, it was then that
his wife and children, hoate and hearth, came
fulland strong upon himj it was then that he
thovght of the Indians whom his hand had be-
reft of life, and it was then that he thought.of
the poor weary redskin that he had refused a
crust of bread and a cup of water and had
driven from _his door with scornfal words:
Hird of hea®and pitiless, what hope had he
of pity; remorseless’and implacable, how
could he nurse vain ‘hopes ‘of mercy; bound
and doomed amongst the savage and revenge-
ful Irdians;how vain it was to dream that they
would spare him of a moment’s pain who had
been their most relentless foe. ' Wife, children,
home, the altar hearth, and the household
gods of flesh and blood—he only seemed to
‘eel and koow their united power now, and

} he must see them no more.

As John Pelham sat and ruminated thus, a
sharp knife severed the ligatures from his
wrisis and ankles, a riffe was put into his
hands, and a calm but imperative voice said,
¢ Arise and follow me,” The prisoner instinct-
ively and silently arose, and gliding out of the
cabin, follewed his guide up the northern slope
of the valley and struck into the forest. The
night was dark and cloudy overhead, and the
gloom of the wood was uncheered by the twin-
%le of an occasional star, yet the heart of the
white man danced lightly, for although igno-
rant of the country which he now traversed,
and although his guide was perfectly unknown
to him, he was leaving the stake and certain
torture f.r, at least, actioa and a chance  of
safety.

The Indian was tall and muscular, and his
step was majestic and free; his robes of dress-
ed deer; skin, with particoloured horsehair, and
around his neck was a collar formed of the
claws of the grisly bear, giving evidence at
once of his rank and prowess. Day after
day, and night after night, he led the white
man-on his way,  shooting and dressing wild
animals as his food, and shaving with him his
large buffalo robe when they slept.  Some-
times when John Pelham would wearily drag
his limbs behind him, the strong and agile Tn-
dian would allow him' to “hang ‘upon his arm,
and would assidnously encourage him “by his

spoke in‘answer to any of the settler’s questi-
ons, save ' to assure him that he was leading
him to safety, at last they aszcended a high kill,
when' the Tadian bade the white man Jook
around.

¢ T have seen' this place before,” cried the
settler ‘in  ecstacy; “ now 1 know where I am.’

* Yes," said the redskin, quietly and calmly,
at the same time pointing to ‘a neat white
farm ‘houase,’ ¢ yonder is the white man’s
house, and now the Tndian-will go for the
white man requires ‘him no longer.’

John Pelham fooked at the narive, and~ his
face perhaps never so brightly shone before as
he .warmly exclaimed, ¢ Come with me to my
home, that my wife and children may bless

fthee.’

¢ No,” was the Indian’s sorrowful reply, as
he turned his eyes to heaven; ¢ the redskin has
no home, no wife, no little ones, no friends.
The white man slew all that Indian loved,

go alone intu the woods and die,’

robes that come across the sea; come with me
my brother,’ said .the white man, in moving
tones , ¢ and take what pleases thee.’

The Indian shook Fis head, and his' smile

was fall _of mehing sorrow, as he replied, ¢ The
Tudian is poory he wants nothing from the

gestures: and stniles to move on, but he never

white man; he can die alone with the forest
leaves for his death robes.’

¢ Then tell me,* eried John Pelham, ¢ what
can I ‘do'to vepay your’ disinterested kind-
riess?’

The redskin drew his tall handsome ' form
up toits full height,and fixing ‘his glowing
eyes on the settler’s face,exclaimed in'a deep,
stern voice—‘Let the white ‘man look at the
Indian.’

'The agitated white man obeyed; he eagerly
looked a't the tall figure of his guide, and scan-
ned the features of his face, and as heé did so
a painful recollection of the past came back
upon_him.

¢ Does the white man know Menonah?’ said
the savage with a smile of trigmph; and the
‘farmer cowered beneath the ardour of his
glance. 'There was excitemeat shining in his
black scintillating eyes, and,, although within
sight of his owa dwelliag, John Pelham_feit
that he was 'in the power of a man whom hé
had cruelly scorned.

“ Go!" -said the stern and gloomy redskin,
waving his hand proudly—‘go white man to
your home, and tell your people who it was
that led you from the stake to this bluff, and
whena weak and weary Indian comes to stand
over tne ashes of the Massachusetts warriors
and braves, tell him not to begone for an Indi-
an deg!’ Meronah cast upoa the: conscience
stricken se tler a look of triumph as he prond-
ly turned.away and hurried down the . moun-
tain side.

Who can tell what John Pelbam felt ag  he
bent his knees upon the grass and the tears
stole to his eyes, Sorrow.and contriiion were
struggling wildly in his bosom, and he souglit
to calm. his.agitation by prayer: There was
a sense df shame and degradation chaining him
to the earth which was almost intolerable, and
when he arose and returned to his home he
was an huwbled contrite man.

Menonah was never more seen among the
white men; ‘but John FPelham never could
speak of his noble revenge for the outrage "he
- had received without tears of anguish bursting
from his heart. He could not repay his kind-
ness, nor convince him of the depth and since-
rity of his penitence, but from the day of his
return to his home until he died, the war path
knew not the foot of the farmer any more. His
love for his daughter Rose seemed to incredse
from his weturn, and when she had gone'to
her own heme, and afterwards carried her lit-
tle son to church, her‘father asked her as “an
especial fuvour that she would mingle his'name
with that of the Indian, whom she led 'to the
wicket long ago, and call her hittle boy John
Menonth. *

Ah! let us wander on ‘the surface of the
earth, we will still''find good Samaritans.
Awongst the dark skinned children of Ethiep,
ar' the dingy sons of Clina; in the desert
where roams the fiery Bedouin, or ou *he prai-
ne where the Indian wnrowls—wheresoever
man dwells, despite the wild and and tangled
wilderness of human nature, there will we find

lovely moss—flowers of kindness nnd. love to
teach us sympathy and charity.

From the Manuscript Journal of an Officer.
HURRICANE ON THE"'GANGES.

We started as 23ual at day break, ‘and our
boatmen, after a day of toil and tracking, had
ragged us some twenty miles. The water
was scarce ever ruffled by a passing breeze.
The monotony ef this, however, was much
broken by the sight of numerous alligators and
turtles quietly floating on the surface, but
sinking as soon as ebserved, and thus furnish-
#ing easy-lo-be-missed marks for our, rifies.
The tall adjutants and cranes  of many kinds,
as they stood statue like. or marched along in
stately majesiy over the shallow sheres, a sol-
itary pelican sailing with the stream, or the
deeply coloured water snake wending ~his li-
quid way, ravenous and hungry vultares actu«
ally tearing at tiie dead, or hovering expec-
tant over the dying, or perched on and  de-
vouring some passing buoyant and, patrid hu-
man_ corpse—all these, and.sundry others,
formed figures in the. * rings’ of the. Gange~
tic target, gave us a better chance, and often
forfeited their lives for our amusement) The
beauty of the banks were enlivened by many
villages and towns, with the lofty and pinna-
cled pagodas of the subtle, sinning Hindoos,or
the ponderous domed mosques  of their physical
though not mental conquerors—(no! but Brah-
ma and the Crescent iu every power shall yet
be crushed by the cross and 1ts now fust form=
ing, woral phalanx); and the . rivar istelf.
smeoth as it was, presented to the eye a
scene o° considerable excitement. . lnnumera~
ble boats of every sort und size, aud hue and
colour, and ef numes never meant for 1he
measures of poetry, however poetical i ap-
pearance, passed upand down in rapid succes—
sion, and frequently came in contract with aur
nobler vessel, or we, asserting our naval'supe-
riority, gave . them: the first broadside—and
then the uproar of the nutives, their fierce.
and maniac-like gestures, can alone be duly
appreciated by these who have se¢n an orien-
al tongue fight.
Atsunset we stopped, and,  with' #* count-
less fleet of buats, were ranged along' the banks

'« I have food and drink at home, and 1 have !

cof the river; and dinner being’ prepar.d and

1, | eaten, all, as usnal sought repose till day breax
and took all away that he could venerate—his ' s a ’ ]

home and his father’s graves; and now he can |

again, and everything appeared fitted Tor the
required rest.

Though the sun set in fire, evening had cld-
sed in beautifully, and night' never ~sit moire
serenely on 'this mighty river; all way still,
save the howling Jackall’s mournful cry. “The
restlessness of the sleaper alone, seen by some
flickering lamp, omened that somethin: unusi-
al was brooding in the midnight ski s, 49, With
parched and open lips, he heavily brantlied
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